lingering over our coffee in the dining-room.
Directly over our heads hung a huge candela-
brum with hundreds of glittering glass pendants.
This no doubt had been transported to Kabul by
caravan and must have come originally from
Paris or Moscow. Niam Shah, the giant Afridi
whom we had brought along as a personal body-
guard, had just finished cheering us up by begging
us not to walk round the gardens after sunset.
He had given this advice in Hindustani. Then,
twirling one end of his long moustache, he shook
his finger at us, assumed his fiercest scowl, and
uttered his favourite English sentence, "Naughty
boy shoot V9

Suddenly there was a rumble as of heavy
artillery opening fire at the zero hour. The
building rocked. The dishes slid across the
table and crashed to the floor. The massive
candelabrum swayed dizzily overhead. The ser-
vants' faces blanched, and they fled through the
doorway, with David King and Chase and me at
their heels. The rumble must have lasted for
more than a minute. Then all was silent. The
building had not toppled over after all.

That was our first experience with earthquakes
in Afghanistan, but not the last. We had one,

142